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Chapter 1
New Chapter


A Magic Wand

 

My pen becomes a magic wand,

As soon as it’s held in my hand.

 

My mind goes on a roller coaster ride,

New magic spells grows like tide.

 

My treasure book calls me a wizard,

Says I can vanish a woeful blizzard.

 

Opens up past and future’s gate,

Present it holds very up-to-date.

 

Spells via ink changes wrong into right,

Accompanying truth a beauty sprite.

 

Instead on paper, spells I wrote,

Without any change which changes a lot.

 

Flashing past, stunned by tricky toy,

Today, this creates moments of joy.

 

Answered are queries about creation of god,

Treasure of diamonds is this single rod.

 

Surroundings changes to a worthy land,

Just we need little sleight of hand.

 

Every time I am alone and sad,

My pen becomes a magic wand.

 

 










New Chapter


Stoical

 

 I neither am handsome nor smart,

But something I have got

Above this all, I carries

Such a saintly heart.

 

You’ll say, in today’s world,

It can never be true

Thinking the same, when I

Didn’t believe, how could you.

 

Someday you’ll challenge my clear heart,

Due to the cut-throat competition.

Accepting your challenge, I’ll say,

To have you won will be my ambition.

 










New Chapter


Loved That
Innocence




Those innocent are there, at same place

But there innocence has gone to an unknown space

Before I could help them get it back

Ther was a sharp and immediate attack

The attack of time, time for change

After which they were out of my range

The change shook rhyme of my life

Felt like the time stabbed me with knife

But time proved me the very wrong

Because first of all i needed to be strong

Now Irealize, to get them out of mist

My own life really needed that twist

I crossed every good and worse

Sometimes calling life to be a curse

Time showed me all ups and downs

It took some from me and gave  same crowns

Now time has set me back with them

But like earlier, nobody calls me a gem

They says changed is my life's rhyme

Like by going away I did some crime

Believe me, leaving was never my choice

Was trapped in rattrap like a mice

Gone is the hope of innocence in them

I am trying to be the same old gem

Those innocent are still at same place

But there innocence can't be back from unknown space.
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